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taken his money through years of ornamental idleness: now
at last he had given them a chance to earn their wages. They
fell back from bullet-scarred windows, they turned away from
barricaded doors at which the King's enemies already battered.
They gathered in two bodies, on the staircase and in the
entrance hall. They fell into position for their last parade.

Some of their comrades lay dead already in the garden.
The volunteers who had come to assist them were now
relinquishing the useless struggle. Herr Curtius, escaped from
the fight to meet his niece, had to hold her back as she strove
to elbow her way to the garden-gate, and run to see whether
this body or that, lying so still and quiet, might be all that
was left of a brother or a kinsman. It was not safe for a
woman to be seen weeping over dead Switzers while the scum
of Paris was plundering, was kicking and dishonouring the
dead.

As the Switzers withdrew from their posts in the Palace,
Paris surged in to break or befoul, to hunt old servants and
boys like rats through the attics, to swarm down the cellar
steps and drink itself to death among the splintered wine-casks.
When the uproar had reached its height, the main door was
thrown open and the columns of the Swiss Guard marched out
into the gardens, muskets unloaded, but heads held high and
proud. Down the trim paths they wound, along the shady
avenues. The leaves fell faster now, as bullets burrowed and
crashed through the foliage. At every step the Switzers fell,
their scarlet coats spattered with sudden crimson. The flower-
beds were littered with their dead, the rose-trees drank deep
of the blood from Zurich and Lucerne. Horribly mangled, the
first column passed the Assembly's walls. The prisoners in
the reporters' box heard the steady tramp of their boots upon
the gravel, the sudden break of rhythm as a remnant of them,
when flesh and blood could stand no more, scattered and fled
for safety.

The second column, gaining the swing-bridge at the garden's
end, could only debouch upon the open Place beyond, more
deadly even than the avenues. They reached the statue in its
centre, formed square around it, and faced outwards to await
their death.